48      OF THE MEEK AND THE MIGHTY
On the 28th of June, which was a beautiful warm Sunday,
I spent the afternoon in a punt on the Thames with my
friend Stephen D., who had come from Budapest to visit
me. We had been out with two pretty girl friends, making
a gay tea-party on Eel Pie Island, then we had come into
town to see the girls home, and were standing in Piccadilly
Circus, outside the London Pavilion. Newsboys were calling
out extra editions of the Sunday papers, paying as usual
more attention to volume than to clarity of sound, but all
the same it seemed to us as though we could detect the
words 'Archduke' and 'murder'. I bought a newspaper,
and stamped in the Stop Press column at the foot of the back
page, we read:
'Sarajevo, June s8th. While driving through the town
this morning, the heir to the throne of Austria-Hungary,
Archduke Franz Ferdinand, and his wife, the Duchess Sophie
von Hohenberg, were assassinated.1
We looked at each other in bewilderment.
'That's a nasty business,' I said.
My friend was staring thoughtfully at the paper. 'That's
not just a nasty business,' he remarked slowly. 'That's
war.'